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THE MAGIC CARPENTER
by John R Alderson
'There is a great deal of difference between butter
and butterflies," said Eldewin Whiteharte to his son,
Dale.
Eldewin forced himself to stay calm, not to let exasperation creep into his voice. He shook his head,
bewildered, not quite knowing what to make of the
boy. When he was Dale's age he was already helping
his father with many of the lesser visualizations. But
Dale seemed unable, or unwilling, to grasp even the
most elementary rules of magic. Eldewin lifted his
lanky frame from his chair and walked to the window
of their shop where Dak was sitting on the sill. He
looked down at his son.
"What is the diffe.rence?" asked Dale, his striking
blue-violet eyes round and serious. He felt a small pang
of guilt over the deception he was playing. Part of him
wanted to tell his father that he could perform many of
the feats of minor magic he had been taught. But
another, stronger part made Dale hold his tongue. Dak
knew what was expected; he was to be a magician as
the Whitehartes had always been, for years uncounted.
His mood turned sour at the thought.
Eldewin clasped his hands behind his back and
rocked back and forth on the balls of his feet, striving
to be patient with the boy's incessant questions on a
subject that had no meaning. He sighed and turned
away to stare out the window. He had hoped his son
would show some glimmer of understanding, some
readily apparent sign that he even possessed a talent
for magic. For Eldewin, the thought that his son might
not want to follow him into the family business was one
so foreign it could not occur to him. The elder
Whiteharte remained befuddled.
Presently he said, "Remember last year, when you
asked about the lamb and the wool?"
"Yes, Father. You said that while you could conjure
all the wool Iwanted you could not conjure the lamb."
"Exactly, my boy!" cried Eldewin, ''The same principle applies here. I can have you up to your eyes in
butter. Stars in the skies! I could sink the entire country
in the stuff but I cannot give you a single butterfly. Not
even a small one. Because the butterfly, like the lamb,
is alive. And magicians cannot create life. That is a
power beyond us."
"Must it always be so? Cannot the art be taught?"
"If such an art existed. Then yes, I suppose it could
be. But that is foolishness. It is not for you or me to
waste time in a search for the impossible."
"But. .. "

''No more," said Eldewin, returning to his chair, his
exasperation evident. 'We have other things to occupy
our minds. Your lessons for one." He was nothing if not
dogged. His son would learn, even if Eldewin had to
do it by main strength.
Dale watched his father open The Book and groaned
inwardly. Eldewin was wasting no time in bringing his
wayward son back to earth. The day's lessons began
when Eldewin adjusted the candle for better light.
After admonishing his son to pay attention he started
to read.
The boy supposed that someday he would have to
reveal his power though the thought gave him no joy.
Once his magical powers were known then the horse
would be truly shod. It would become impossible for
him to practice the arts in his own ways, to reach
beyond their limits, to shape a living thing from nothing more than an idea and say, 'There! I made that.' For
him everything else held, if not a falseness, then a
certain mundane quality that he found distasteful. To
Dak there was little point in whisking up tons of butter
and yards of wool, tasks he felt that were better left to
the dairyman and the shepherd.
Was there no power a magician could tap to create
the essence of life? His father said there was not ... no,
his father was not right. There was a way and he, Dak
Whiteharte, would find it.
For an instant the image of a magnificent Swallowtail butterfly flitted through Oak's mind. The
butterfly's blue and golden wings were possessed of a
light so bright it almost blinded his inner sight. Dak
held his breath, afraid that even the act of drawing in
air would shatter the picture in his head. His power
reached out, but the butterfly broke beneath his clumsy, ungentle touch and slivered away to nothing. Oak
squeezed his eyes shut, holding back tears of wretched
disappointment.
There had to be a way.
Dak recalled the time two years previous when
Master Lendil's old plowhorse had died suddenly in
the middle of planting season and half of his field as
yet unturned. There was not another horse to be bought
or borrowed anywhere. So his father took Lendil's dog
and changed it into a horse. Dak remembered being
awed by the feat, to say nothing of Master Lendil, who
was flabbergasted.
'Son,' his father had said by way of explanation, 1t
is not the same as creating life. The dog was already
alive. All I did was change a few things. Rearranged
them, so to speak. But Lendil's new plowhorse is still a
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dog and it still thinks it's a dog.'
Lendil' s field received an erratic plowing that year,
the furrows shallow and none too straight Master
Lendil and his neighbors still enjoyed a good laugh
over the memory of that animal sniffing a.round every
boulder and tree and straining in the harness at the
sight of a rabbit, wanting to give chase. When the
planting was done, his father changed it back into a
dog, much to the relief of Master Lendil who had
worried that he would be left with the strange creature
for life.
For a minute Oak thought about that incident,
trying to discover if it offered some sort of a clue. But
he could find none. Oak sighed and tu.med his idle
attention to the confines of his father's shop.
Along the back wall stood several long shelves and
bookcases, laden with hundreds of neatly stacked
scrolls, thick leather-bound books, and many heavy
earthenware jars filled with various powders and liquids. The trappings of his father's profession, thought
Oak with scorn. The mysteries in which the magic arts
were cloaked; outlandish bluffs to fool the ignorant and
appease the superstitious. The heavy parchment of the
scrolls rustled importantly when opened, and the powders and liquids, when mixed, filled the shop with a
sickly sweet stench that properly impressed the customers. In truth, magic was an internal gift, a methOd
of visualization and creation that sought the essence,
the essential shape of a thing, and propelled it into
reality by the power of the mind.
He knew that his father could fashion a butterfly
from any other flying creature using the same method
he had with Lendil's dog, but to Oak this was another
cheat. No matter how much it looked like a butterfly it
would never be a butterfly.
Eldewin slapped The Book closed. Oak flinched at
the sound. 'Were you listening to anything I said?"
·~es Father," he lied. His face reddened.
'Well, at least try to look more attentive," harumphed Eldewin. But he could see that the lessons would
have to wait. The boy was just not interested. A
frustrated anger a.rose within him but he fought it
down. Every seedling needs its own time to sprout and
grow. Perhaps Oak would soon put aside his foolish
dreams and concentrate on the things that were important.
Aloud he said, "I'm expecting a shipment of some
urgency to arrive today. It's coming up river from
Zzaro on Master Grudl's boat. I want you to go to the
dock and wait for it. Even if it takes all day. Now off
with you, boy, and keep out of mischief."
Oak needed no further prompting. He bolted
through the door freed, for one day at least, from the
insufferable bore of his lessons and the musty confines
of his father's shop. It also afforded him the chance to
pay a visit on a very dear friend.
Once outside he stopped to breathe in the new
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morning of a late spring day. The heady scents of lilac
and honeysuckle assailed his nostrils with their sweet
aroma, his ears filled with the chattering of squirrels
and the varied chirpings orbirds, while his eyes beheld
butterflies of every description.
Oak gave in to the pleasure of watching them perform their graceful airborne dance before settling, as
light as a whisper, on the petals of a flower.
He closed his eyes. Almost at once a clear visualization of a large golden butterfly leaped into his head. It
lay in his mind, shimmering wings spread wide,
beautiful and very still. His temples throbbed, his
mood suddenly serious. This never happened. Always,
in the past, the images would waft through his mind
too elusive for him to capture.
Carefully he slipped his will over the picture in his
mind. He reached inside his creation searching for the
essence that would bring it to life. From somewhere
deep within he felt a faint stirring, as if gentle fingers
were strumming light chords on some sweet lute. Exultant now, he delved deeper, searching for the beginning of the music. Deeper and deeper he went, ever
faster, until he became lost in a dark place. The music,
strident and painful now, washed over him with
nauseating ferocity. His mind reeled under the
onslaught. The image of the butterfly exploded into
vivid multi-colored spots that blotted his vision and
. toppled him to the earth. A cry of pain whistled out
from between clenched teeth when he hit the ground.
He didn't quite lose consciousness. For long minutes
he lay on the cool grass, taking in air in great sucking
gulps.
The sickness passed. He was able to stand. Oak
shook his head and smiled a pale smile. He was undiscouraged by what had happened. Instead he was sure
he had made a great discovery. Oak was convinced his
own clumsiness had caused his distress. All he needed
to learn was how to wrest the lute of life away from its
player and all that he imagined, all that he desired,
would be his to master.
So it was with a jaunty step that Oak started down
the lane to complete the errand that Eldewin had set for
him. From where his father's house sat, high up on the
crest, the whole of the village ofVickeray spread below
Oak's feet. It grew back from the docks and climbed the
steep hillside like a brick and thatch vine. The streets,
lanes and alleys curved and twisted up the hill; some
even looped back upon themselves. But all eventually
reached the single tree-lined path that led to the
magician's house. It was down this path that Oak
strode, fairly bouncing with confidence, sure that the
unattainable lay within his grasp.
Seeking out the dockmaster he learned that Master
Grudl's boat had not arrived and was not even expected until later that afternoon. Oak smiled when he
heard this. His father had given him the day off. Again
he felt guilt's sharp twinges but he held them back

behind the formidable walls of his uttermost desire. As
much as he loved his father he would not be cast in his
image.
Oak raced away from the docks and took the main
highway to the east that ran along the river's southern
bank. If you stayed on it you would eventually, after
many leagues of travel, come to Zzaro by the Sea. But
Oak's journey was much shorter than that. About a
mile out of Vickeray he turned into the yard of a
whitewashed stone and thatch cottage. Above the
door, on a hand-lettered sign of polished wood, were
the words:
Master Fescue Bramble, Esq.
Wood.wright

Knowing he would find it empty, Oak didn't bother
looking inside. Instead he went around to the back
where Fescue' s carpentry shop was cut into the side of
the hill that climbed away from the road even more
steeply than it did in Vickeray.
It was really almost a cliff, so sheer was its incline
for the first fifty feet of its height. Then the slope,
carpeted with grass, wild violets and clover, became
much more gentle as it rose to the hillcrest. Oak and
Fescue had spent much time sitting on that hillside
looking down at the cottage and off across the river
where softly rolling plains and woodlands ran away
into a purple north.
The shop was really no more than a flat wooden roof
pitched slightly down and held up by sturdy, smoothly
squared poles. The front and sides were open while the
hill itself made up its back wall. A wide
workbench occupied its center, and cut into the
face of the cliff was a low doorway that led to a
dry cave where Fescue stored his green wood until
it became cured enough to shape. The door into
the cave stood open and Oak heard the sounds of
shifting timber coming from within.
"Hello Fessie!" shouted Oak through the door.
"Oak, my boy," replied a deep bass voice from
inside, "just you wait. I'll be out
directly. Confound this place
anyway! I really must organize it

soon."
Oak smiled. He had been in the
cave many times and he knew that
whatever his friend was looking for
invariably lay under a pile of things
he didn't need. Fescue was forever
promising himself to rearrange his
stock, but he never did.
Soon the end of a thick rough
hewn plank poked through the door
and Fescue appeared, holding the
long piece easily in his strong brown hands. He laid the
timber on the workbench and turned to Oak, wiping
his hands on his leather apron.
Fescue was short, barely taller than Oak, with
bowed legs, immensely broad shoulders, and thick
arms knobby with muscle. His head rested on his
shoulders, seemingly without a neck to support it.
Blue-violet eyes, very much like Oak's, shone from
deep beneath thick snowy brows. A huge lumpy
doorknob of a nose dominated his face above a wide
toothy mouth. Except for those magnificent brows,
Fescue was as bald as a turnip.
He came to Oak, gave him a fierce hug that
squeezed the boy's breath out, and then grasped him
by the upper arms. Effortlessly he lifted Oak skyward,
a broad smile creasing his homely old face. For Fescue
was old. Just how old nobody knew and Fescue wasn't
telling. He was a man much loved in Vickeray, a man

The Mythic Circle #14, pg.3

who had aged with grace into the kind of childlike
quality oldsters only get when they do not give in to
bitterness over their advancing years. Fescue was fond
of everyone, but Oak held a special place in the old
man's heart.
''Put me down," said Oak when his breath returned,
'1 am not a piece of your wood to be held up for
inspection."
Fescue complied, setting the boy back on his feet.
"So overcome with joy was I at the sight of you, I quite
lost my head."
'
"Fessie, your head is the only thing you have never
lost," said Oak as he rubbed his arms where the imprint
of the old man's large hands still lingered.
"A most unflattering thing to say, but I forgive you.
If only because forgiving you is easier than trying to
. find the switch I use when sassy young rascals do not
accord their elders the proper respect. I seem to
have .. .ah ... misplaced it."Tile two friends laughed at the
jest
"Have you come then for your father's present?"
· In his excitement over the morning's events Oak
had forgotten all about the chair he had been making
for his father.
Oak shook his head. "I confess I was not thinking
about that at all. Something happened this morning
that drove it completely from my mind."
"Butterflies again?" asked Fescue. Seeing Oak's suddenly sober expression, the old man felt a small fear
start to grow.
Oak nodded.
"Have you told your father?"
"No. His patience with me is wearing thin."
"I think you do not credit Eldewin enough. What
happened this time?"
Oak told his friend about the golden butterfly, the
nausea and the dizziness. And of the feeling he had that
he was close to a great discovery. The words poured
forth as they always did when he talked to Fescue. As
they seldom did with his father.
The old man's expression didn't change as he half
listened to Oak. His mind had returned to another time,
another place, another boy and a tremendous guilt.
TIUs boy, called Pwil, was very much like Oak: bluevioleteyes, headstrong, notatall interested ineveryday
magic. He was Fescue's son and he was dead.
He shook his head, trying to clear it of painful
memories. The old man returned to his woodshop.
With vigorous strokes he began planing the board he
had just brought from the cave. But it was no use. His
agony had sprung to full life, running hot in his veins,
stinging his eyes. He stopped working as suddenly as
he had begun and leaned heavily on the bench.
Oak stopped talking, surprised by Fescue' s actions.
"Whatever is the matter? You look ill."
"I'm fine. Fine. Please, go on."
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Oak looked unsure for a second but continued his
tale at the old man's urging.
For the first time in long years Fescue felt the pain
and the texture of his guilt. Pwil had died doing the
very thing that Oak was attempting. Only with Pwil it
had been hounds, not butterflies. He had a love for
them that defied understanding and he strove to create
one with his power. On the day he succeeded, Fescue
had watched and done nothing. He had been his son's
willing partner (having his own need to know), the
thought that Pwil might die the farthest thing from his
mind. Even when it became ~pparent the boy was in
trouble, Fescue had hesitated. He had been afraid. It
had been a momentary fear but it was enough. By the
time he had acted, the hound came into being, and
Pwil, with a shuddering gasp, had died.
Fescue left his homeland carrying nothing with him
but his shame. For many years he wandered about, his
guilt strangling his mind and his heart, until he came
to Vickeray and set up his carpentry shop. He buried
his conscience beneath hard work and never again
practiced the arts of magic. And now here was another
boy whose life was in his hands and Fescue was afraid
once more.
Oak had finished talking. A leaden silence hung in
the air between the two, each of them wrapped in his
own thoughts. Fescue roused himself first.
"You say you heard music?"
"No, not music exactly. I felt what seemed to me to
be the master of all musicians strumming a chord
across the purest of lutes. Not playing a song. Just the
same chord over and over. Even when it turned harsh
it seemed to me to be the same chord. The same yet
different. I can explain it no better, Fessie."
"Shall we look at your father's chair?" said Fescue,
feeling a need to change the mood as much for himself
as for Oak. Fescue knew of that chord and what it
meant. The old man's fear flared and again he suppressed it, though his hands trembled slightly from the
effort.
When Oak did not reply Fescue turned and walked
into the cave, reappearing moments later carrying the
chair. He put it down where it could catch the sunlight
and stepped back to admire the work. "Ir's a fine piece.
You should be proud."
Finally Oak stirred and looked. The chair was plain,
devoid of the intricate carving that was Fescue' s signature. He had tried to emulate his friend in this but gave
up when it became apparent the he had not developed
the talent for it yet. Still it was an impressive piece with
its high back and smoothly shaped arms.
''You did a fine job," prompted Fescue when Oak
remained silent. "Your father will be proud."
"I did not come here to talk of chairs," said Oak,
sounding angrier than he intended. He felt himself
flush in embarrassment. '1' m sorry," he mumbled looking at the ground.

"It is of no moment," replied Fescue as he sat on the
chair. He settled back and looked at Dak, one thick
eyebrow arched.
Dak sat, cross-legged, on the grass and hugged his
knees. He was still upset with himself over his anger
toward his old friend. After all Fessie wasn't a
magician, yet he seemed to have an uncanny grasp of
things he really shouldn't have known. Was he ... Dak
put thought into words.
"Are you a magician, Fessie?"
"In a way, yes," replied Fescue. It was time the truth
be told. All of it. 'Though not the same as your father.
I am, or rather was, a wizard."
"A wizard! Butwizardsareamyth. Theydon'texist.
At least that's what my father says."
"Doeshenow?Yourfatherisamostnoblemagician.
Very learned. But there are things even he doesn't
know."
Dak became excited. ''Tell me of wizards."
Fescue leaned forward in the chair. 'We are an
ancient order with roots older and deeper than those of
magicians. Our power too is the greater. This is not to
say that Eldewin and his ilk do not have substantial
gifts. They do. Magicians are a comfort to their communities with their herbs and medicines and everyday
magic."
''Why then are wizards considered myths? If your
powers are so great you should be honored in all the
lands."
"How I wish that were true," said Fescue with a sigh.
"In olden days people feared and despised us because
we dealt in mysteries beyond their understanding.
Dangerous is what they called us. And there weren't
many of us abroad in the world. Never more than six,
very often only two or three. Today, as far as I know,
there is me ...and ... possibly ... one other."
Dak caught Fescue's look and swallowed hard.
"Me?"
Fescue nodded.
The boy's eyes grew big and round and he shook
his head as if in denial.
Fescuecontinued, "I was fairly sure all along. Today
it became a certainty."
"A certainty?" Dak made no attempt to hide the
quiver in his voice. "How?"
''Two things. First, your eyes. All wizardshavebluevioleteyes though not everyone with blue-violet eyes
is a wizard. That is why I wasn't sure until today.
Second, and most important, is that you found the dark
place within you where the lute of life strums its constant chord. It is by tuning himself to its resonance that
a wizard draws his power." Fescue settled back and
waited. He had come to the point of his fear. Would
Dak make the connection?
Dak was silent for a long time as he thought about
what the old man had said. He got to his feet and paced,

too agitated by Fescue's words to remain seated. Of all
the answers to his desires this was the most wildly
improbable. He wondered what his father would say if
he knew he had sired a myth. Oak's mood lightened
with that ridiculous thought. Could he really be a
wizard? Fessie said it was so but Dak had no proof that
the old man was what he said he was. Yet, somehow,
he believed him. Still ...
"What is it you could teach me?" he said aloud.
"Many things. How to be the wind, for instance. Or
to know how a raindrop feels when it splashes against
a windowpane. To be the morning light as it creeps
across the hills and puts the song in the heart of the
thrush. To travel in an instant between places that are
many leagues apart. All this and more."
"Teach me to create a butterfly."
''No. I cannot."
''Then there is even less point in being a wizard than
a magician. At least magicians don't have to hide," Dak
retorted. Then, realization radiated within him like the
unshuttering of an incredibly bright lantern in a dark
room. "But you already have," he cried. ''Haven't you,
Fessie?"
''No!Dak!"
But Dak wasn't listening. Before his inner sight an
Emperor butterfly floated. Waiting. Just go slow,
thought Oak as he softly cradled the butterfly in his
will. Stay in tune. The only thing that can stop me now
is childish haste. He delved cautiously, seeking his dark
place and the chord that played there.
He never reached it. Before he could complete his
journey an outside power shattered his visualization.
Dak knew right away that Fescue had entered his mind
and destroyed the picture there. He was furious.
''Why did you do that?" he demanded, unapologetic
about his wrath this time.
''There are some things not to be trifled with. The
price is too great." If Fescue was hurt by Oak's tone he
betrayed no sign of it.
"Price? What price?" asked Dak, still angry.
''There is a shame upon me. I let Pwil do this foolish
thing and I watched him die. I will not allow you to
seek the same fate. Please understand, to do this is
death." Fescue looked at his hands. They remained
steady. His fear was no more.
''Who is Pwil?"
"He was ... my son."
"Did he succeed?"
"If you mean did he create a life, then yes. He did.
A hound. Perfectly formed and all hound. But the cost,
Dak. The cost. You have to place your own music into
your creation and when you do there is nothing left to
sustain your own being."
"I will not die," said Dak. He was gripped by his own
obsession, consumed by it and beyond reason. "If Pwil
did, then he had only himself to blame. I will not die.
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A butterfly is so small a thing."
"Think you, you know so much?" said Fescue as he
stood to face Oak, his eyes ablaze beneath bristling
snow white brows. "Behold."
Fescue held his thick brown hands before him as if
he were holding a iarge invisible bowl. Oak took a step
backwards when he saw his friend's hot eyes deepen
into purple.
A shimmering golden sphere appeared between
Fescue's outstretched hands. Shifting streaks of gold
and silver rippled across its coruscate surface. To Oak
it was brighter than the sun, yet he was unable to look
away. Brighter and brighter it grew until there was
nothing else. Dak was suffused with it's dazzling brilliance but he remained unblinded. Deep within the
sphere he saw an Emperor Butterfly flick it's wings. At
the same time he heard a strangled cry escape from
Fescue's lips. The old man slipped to his knees.
''Fessie!" cried Oak as jumped to his friend's side,
grasping him by the shoulders. He was not strong
enough to hold Fescue when he toppled over but Oak
was able to lower him gently to the grass. Tears
streamed down his cheeks as the spell cast by his own
obsessionwas broken by his friend's peril. He bent his
head to Fescue's chest and heard the faintest flutter of
a heartbeat. ·
Oak looked around helplessly. Through blurry eyes
he saw the golden orb still hanging in the air, the
bµtterfly striving to break free. "No!" he cried with a
rage so powerful it tore his panic like thin parchment.
He laid a spell on the orb that would not allow the
butterfly to reach freedom. "Come back, Fessie. Come
back. I believe you. Please come back."
But Fescue lay motionless, his once robust brown
skin turning a sickly yellowish pallor, his breath shallow and irregular. Fear for his friend clutched at Oak's
heart. He fought it off with all the dogged tenacity that
made him a Whiteharte. Oak knew that Fescue was lost
somewhere between the golden sphere and his dark
place and it was up to Pak to find him.
Drawing a ragged breath he plunged his will into
Fescue's mind, seeking the essence that was Fescue.
Immediately Oak's mind was sucked into a rushing
vortex of rapidly exploding and spinning colors.
Shrieking discordant music splintered all about him as
he tumbled deeper into the maelstrom. Oak quickly
became lost as he was tossed about like a gale-blown
leaf in that fiery storm. Pain and nausea tore into him,
threatening to tear him apart as it so obviously had
done to Fescue. The deeper he went the more acute the
pain, the more terrible the nausea until Oak screamed
aloud his hurt. ''Fessie! Fessie!" he shouted in anguish,
then, ''Father!"
He was past the point of discounting his father's art.
Lost in the tortured confines of Fescue' s mind, Oak felt
his own control slipping away. Dread engulfed him as
he realized that without help both he and Fessie would
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as

die. "Father!" he shouted again
he desperately tried
to maintain his grip upon himself and the golden orb.
Eldewin sat up straight in his chair when the first of
Oak's calls rang in his mind. So loud had been the shout
he thought that his son had returned from the docks.
He looked quickly about but he was alone. With the
second of Oak's tormented shouts Eldewin knew
something was amiss. His will pounced on the thread
of Oak's mental yell and traced it to its source. As if
from a great height Eldewin looked down on the cottage of the woodwright. He saw his son prostrated
across the still form of Fescue. Alarmed now, Eldewin
brought his will back. Gathering up his satchel he
bounded from his shop and raced to the aid of his son.
Eldewin's tall loose jointed frame looked ungainly as
he ran but he made amazing speed as he tore through
Vickeray. Soon he arrived in the yard of Fescue's cottage. In another instant he was in front of the carpentry
shop where Oak and Fescue lay. Carefully, he made
mental contact with Oak.
"Stars in the skies, boy! What the dickens is going
on?"
"Father," squeaked Oak in total shock. "How?"
"Never mind that. Just how do you expect to do
anything in there when you're bouncing around like a
cork in boiling water? This is what you get for not
paying attention to your lessons. Butterflies indeed!"
"Father, please!"
"Hold," commanded Eldewin in a strong voice. Immediately Oak stopped tumbling about and although
the maelstrom continued it no longer touched Oak. The
pain, too, went away. After that, with Eldewin lending
support, it was a simple matter for Oak to find Fescue' s
dark place.
"Fessie," said Oak softly, "Come back. I was wrong.
You have no need to do this for my sake. Or for Pwil's.
Comeback."
Weakly Fescue's voice whispered in Oak's mind, '1
am returned, lad. I am myself once again." With these
words the golden sphere and its now inanimate contents winked out of existence. Oak slowly withdrew
himself from Fescue's now quiet mind. The old man's
color returned rapidly, his breathing deep and healthy
once more. On Fescue's lips Eldewin placed a few
drops of a potion that turned unconsciousness into
normal sleep.
While Oak lay back on the grass struggling to regain
control of rubbery limbs, his father, with a strength
belied by his lanky frame, easily picked up Fescue and
carried him into the cottage and to his bed.
The sun was now low in the sky, casting a rosy glow
over the countryside as it sank to the west. Just then
Oak heard the rhythmic chanting of Master Grudl's
polemen as they toiled against the current to get their
clumsy craft up river and into Vickeray before
nightfall. Eldewin returned from the cottage and sat in
the chair Oak had made.

It was Oak who broke the silence. 'There is much I
have to tell you, Father."
Eldewin held up his hand. "And there are many
questions to be answered. But not now. Rest and
recover your strength. We shall talk later." From an
inside pocket of his tunic Eldewin produced his pipe.
He settled back and smoked, solemnly intent upon a
spot somewhere above Oak's head.
For minutes neither one spoke. Then Oak said, "I
made the chair, Father. The one you're sitting on. With
my own hands. No magic. It's a present for you."
Eldewin rose to more closely inspect it. "Thank you,
Son. It's a beautiful chair. I had no idea you could do
such fine work. The etching especially is masterfully
done."
.
Oak's head came up. In the back of the chair, deeply
carved and incredibly detailed, was a small, blue-violet
butterfly.

EDITORIAL
Welcome to The Mythic Circle #14. We hear raves
from all quarters about the Tolkein Centennial in Oxford; sounds like a splendid time was had by all. Alas,
we couldn't go, but we're enjoying the anecdotes!
We are inundated by work here, unfortunately:
OSL is starting a new school plus trying to get h~r
novels written, and Tina is shuttling among The Mythic
Circle, her estate planning practice and the triplets (now
toddling madly in three different directions). We are
also inundated by submissions, so bear with us as we
try to respond to all. We truly appreciate those folks
who write LOCS, because we're a workshop andpart
of the understanding (we hope) is that our writers give
each other feedback.
In this issue, we have an assortment of goodies: a
wickedly funny tale of a reluctant hero who finds an
enchanted sword ("Iorg and the Dancing Sword"); a
whimsically horrific story of a father and son ("Fiddler
of Sundown Lake"); tales of wizardly skill and ingenuity ("Color It Vanity," 'To Kill a Wizard," "The
Magic Carpenter"); and other stories, all worthy of y.our
comments. (Hint. Hint.) We have a poem by lala hemekoehn, though we've gone light on poetry this issue to
give space to the folks who've been waiting patiently
to have their stories printed. And we have, as usual,
splendid illustrations, including a cover by Tim Callahan. We have included a note explaining the cover on
page 28.
Happy holidays to all, and we'll see you in early
1993.
Tina C.ooper & C.I.S. Louientrout

The MythopoeicSociety
Founded in 1967, The Mythopoeic Society is an
international literary and educational organization
devoted to the study, discussion, and enjoyment of the
works of J.R.R. Tolkien, C.S. Lewis, and Charles Williams and the genres of myth and fantasy. The Society
incorporated as a non-profit organization in 1971 in the
State of California.
Membership in the Mythopoeic Society is open to
individuals for $5.00 per year and provides support for
the Society; members receive the Annual Report and
Mything Persons, the membership directory (published biannually), and the opportunity to subscribe to
Society publications at reduced members' prices. To
join the Society please send your check for$5.00 for one
year ($10.00 for two years) to: The Mythopoeic Society,
P .0. Box 6707, Altadena, CA 91003. Available publications include:
The Mythic Circle, available for $13.00 (3 issues sent
Library rate) to members and for $18.00 to non-members, institutions, and libraries.
Mythprint, the Society's monthly newsletter, available for $7.50 (Third class U.S. delivery) per year to
membersand$12.50tonon-members,institutions,and
libraries.
Mythlore, the Society's quarterly jo~
of To~lden,
Lewis, Williams, myth and fantasy studies, available
for$15.00 (Second class U.S. delivery) per year to members and $20.00 to non-members, institutions, and
libraries.
Since 1970 The Mythopoeic Society has sponsored
the annual Mythopoeic Conference known as Mythcon. These conferences generally run from Friday to
Monday in July or August. We invite you to join us.
Mythcon XXIV, Down the Hobbit-hole and Through
the Wardrobe: Fantasy in Children's Literature, will be held
July 30th to August 2nd, 1993, at the University of
Minnesota-Twin Cities. Author Guest is Carol Kendall
and Scholar Guest is Jane Yolen. Membership is $40.00
if postmarked before 1/1/93, rising to $45.00 through
May, and $50.00 thereafter and at the door. The deadline for paper proposals and submissions is February
15, 1993. For membership and more information on
papers, the banquet and housing, please write Mythcon
XXN, ATTN: Joan Verba, P.O. Box 1363, Minnetonka,
MN55345.
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